*TO CARE FOR HIM WHO HAS BORNE THE BATTLE, AND FOR HIS WIDOW AND ORPHANS."

U '

»

I8 puwit) 180 M 948

)
v

[ —————————

RSTABLISHED 18

WASHINGTON, D. C.. THURSDAY, JANUARY 27, 1887.

VOL. VI—NO. 25.—WHOLE NO.

—

235.

GEN ULYSSES S GRANT

Bis Sor's Memories of Him in the
Field.
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THROUGH THE CAMPS
A Boy's ;o'vel Adventures
Among the Soldiers.
GRANT UNDER FIRE.

His Fearles=ness at Port Gibson

and Raymond.

-

BY COL. FRED, D, GRANT, XEW YORK CITY,
[coryutanT 1881.]
1L

The following morning my father and
party went on board a captured rebel gun-
boat, which was called the General Price.
As many troops as possible were put on
board the gunboats and {ransports, aud all
stenined down 10 where the town of Broins-
burg bad been. Not & hoose was lefi staod-
fug at Luis place; at Jeast I cannot now
remember to Lave soen one. All had been
burned to the ground—dreadful consequence
of war! The troops on board were landed
and the boats sent back to bring more of |
them,

] remember that Gen. Grant seemed much
gretified at the way in which Admiral Por-
ter co-operated with him in making use of
the mev-of-war for conveying both infantry
and artillery across the river, During that
afternoon troops were marched over snd
pinccd pear the hills back of ruinsburg,
and the boats continued to bring more of |
them over far iuto the might, il not until |
@sylight. As there was no grest attention
peid to me, I loid myself upon the deck of |
the Price and fell luto a sound slumber,
When I awakened in the morning 1 discov-
ered tlat

MY FATHER WAS GONE.

I could hear the firing of guns, and knew
that & battle was in progress. Gen. Lovenzo
Thomas, the Adjutant-General of the army,
was still en board the Price, and as he secemed |
to be in churge of «ll au the landing, 1 asked
him where my fatber had gone, with the de- |
termination to follow bhim. Gen. Thomas
ssemed to be very anxious, snd said that
there was a great battie poing on; that my
fether Lad Jeft very early in the morning,
and bhad asked him w0 look out for me, aud
not allow we, upoa any condition, to go on i
sho.c. ;
Upon our relurn to Bruinsburg, however, |
where some troops were landed, & rabbit ap- |
peared, jumping up iu the field, and part of
& regiment thit had just arrived becsune in-
teresied in the pursuit of it I asked Gen,
Thowss 1w sllow me 0 sssist in catching
this rabbit, He consonted to my doing so.
When 1 rouched the soldiers

THE BALT HAD DISATFEAERED
from view, bot fearing that Gen. Thomas
would not allow me to come ast:ore again,

'upon a little camp-stool, drinking from a

80 FRIGHTFUL TO ME
that I started off and joined another party
who were collecting the wounded, and fol-
Jowed them a distance of about a quarter of
a mile, to & small log house which had been
taken and arranged for a bhospital.

Here the Surgeons were occupied in ampn-
tating limbs &and binding up wounds, and
all sbout the house were poor fellows lying,
many of them shrieking with pain from their
injuries, and many terrible moans and sights
had 1 to coufront mow, so that I was really
overcome and felt faint and ill. I tottered to
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FRED. GEANT AND THE ORDERLY.

the edge of the space occupied by the
wounded, and sat, propping myself against a
tree, probably the most wobegone twelve-
year-old lad in America

I bhad not been here long before I saw a
soldier on horseback aepproaching. He
stopped in frout of me and said, with great
surprise,

“Why, hello! is that really you?”

1 saw with great relief that he was one of
my father's Orderlies. He immediately dis-
mounted, came and sat down beside me. 1
confided to Lim that I was tired out avd felt
ill. He then unsaddled his borse, spreading
the blanket out and, giving me hissaddle for
a pillow, said kindly, " Now try to get some
sleep.” I gratefully lay down, and was soon
soundly slumbering, dreaming, bowever,
much of (he horrors of war and &ll that I
bad seen that day. Later in the night I'was
awakened by my good friend, the Orderly,
who exclalmwod ;

“Look here; your father has come.”

1 raised mysclf up and saw, about 50 yards
off in the distance, a group of oflicers, and
among them my father. Istarted with great
Jov to him, end I still have in my mind a
vivid picture of him as he was then, sitting

buge tin cup some coffee which the soldiers
HAD JUST MADE FOE HIM.

As I neared him he Jooked at me with

great surprise, apd eaid @

“Why, Fred, I thought I left you safe on
the boat st the landing!”

To this I euswered, “Yes, sir; yon did.”

*“Then how did you manage to get here?”

I explained all, saying I had walked part
of the way. He smiled aud replied:

“Very well; you cannot get back now, 1
suppose,” and then he continued conversa-
tion with officers about bim.

My father used to tell the story of my
meeting him at the baitle of Port Gibeon,
long afierward, with interest, and much
greater satisfaction than he expressed to me
that l'!'ight.

After the cofflce had been disposed of, some

I &id not retorn 10 the bost, but imwedi-
stely staried for the hills 10 see whst was
going on ot the front.

I soon found a party of men marching
down toward the battlefield. 1 joined them,
and had wiiked severnl miles, when they
were halied. As ] felt wearied, and a smal)
trnin of ammunition wagons st this point
was abont to stnrt 0 the front, I made the
acgnuintance of one of the drivers, who let
me ride one of his mules. After gome time
we renched ground that gave evidence of
baving heen fonght upon. There were some
wounded mon, abandoned canteens, pieces
of clothing, ete,, strewn about upon the road
and field.

We moon come 10 8 fork in the rond. At
this point & battory of artillery dashed unp,
and 1 left my friendly teamster, who had
been really kind, having divided his dinner
with me. 1 followed the battery, which
went rapidly up to the left-haud rosd, and
was soon brought into sction. They were

placed upon & hill, st the side of the rosd, |

facing the enemy, and opened vigorously
with their gons. Not being particularly
pleased with the position I had gotten into,
I went hack to the road, and finding some
troops just pussing, I joined them. They
were soou deployed to the left of the road.
My recullection is that these men belonged
t0 the 7th Mo. They moved forward in
line of batile aad were sovn hotly engaged
in contest.

While they were bhere Gen. Graot came
along the line, and fearing that bhe would be
displeased to find me here, instead of being
oo the bost where he had left we, I placed
mywelf

BEHIND A TREE

unti] be should leave for some other part of
the ficld. He stopped near by, end cslling
an officer to him, he held some conversation
with him and then passed along to the right.
Very soon & great shout was beard, and the
whole line moved forward. The enemy had
given way., I fullowed with the troops
uutil we reached the road sgnin. The bat-
tle was finished, and I was informed that
we had oarried the day.

Bhortly after the battle the troope which
I hadl been with moved & short distance
down the road toward Port Gibson, and
there went into bivouse sbout nightfall,
and I marted off, hoping to find my father,
baving by this time Lecowe very tired snd
bungry. Wherever I went 1 found dead
sod wounded men. I was filled with hor-
ror &8 1 wandered about over the field.

I osme mpon burial parties who were col-
becting the dead snd the suflering ones.
They would take up & body, carry it back a
short distance, and then place it with others
wpon the ground. They had arauged two
Mues of dead bodies, one of Union soldiers
#nd one of the enemy's en. This ghastly
sight was

cne csme up and said to Gen. Grant that
| there wae an abandoned Louse less than a
1 balf mile mp the road, and he immediately
| started wilh his staff and took possession of
| the place for that night. We found in the
vecant honse a table all arrunged for dianer—
& choice dinner, too—which the family own-
ing the place had probably left suddenly,
owing to the awful battle which had raged
80 mear about them. All of our party sat
| down comfortably to enjoy & repast which
proved 1o be
THE ONLY GOOD ONE

that my father partock of during that cam-
paiga. Now, however, I may recall the real
misery I endured during thst night; for be-
ing an exhsusted, sleepy boy, I tock my
place on the Loor to rest before the officers
retired. My father, secing me peacefully
sieeping, and nol wishing 10 disturb me, left
me where 1 was.

When all had left the room shortly afler, I
was awakened by a dog which came run-
| ming in, baving evidently broken loose from
his kennel, or house, and he weat saround me
with his chain dangling after him, searching
everywhere for his master. In my inexpe-

Rimixg 4 MuLg,

rience I feared to arouse his anger by getting
up to drive him out, and apent & great part
of the night veering my feet in the direction
of the dog, in place of my head, and be
seemed possessod with the ides of investi-
galing me thoroughly snd wmy surroundings.
Fortunately be proved not savage, and, with
the exoeption of keeping we swake and un-
comfurtable all night, did no ham,

The following wuming there seemed to
be & great guestion over transportation, as
there were really not enough Lorses to ac-
comumodate all at headquarters. A soldier
solved the problem for somwe of us ; be brought
in two white borses, very large ones, which
had been captured the previous day with
some arullery. Mr. C. A Dans, who was
then Assislaut Becretury of War, and accom-
panying my father, took one of these horses,

Dana was well equipped, having a bridle
and saddle. Such was not the case with me,
and I was compelled to improvise a harness.
I made use of

AN OLD ROPE CLOTHES-LINE

for my bridle, and the tree of an old side or
lady's saddle, without stirrups, completed
my outfit. My horse proved to be so slow
in movement that I was unable to keep up
wi‘h Gen. Grant and his siafl, so I fell far
back in the rear.

The soldiers seemed to be intensely
amused at seeing me. AsI passed along, a
rather small boy upon an old white horse,
which was at least 17 hands high, eguipped
as this one was, I must have been a comical
speclacle, and the soldiers cheered me heart-
ily as I went riding by them. But many a
mount became as grotesque a8 mine was
then before that campaign was ended.

The distance from our resting-place of the
previons might to Port Gihson was only
about two miles, but it took me at least
three-quarters of an hour to make the trip.
I found Gen. Grant upon the bavk of Bayou
Pierre, where a pioneer company of sappers
aud miners were building a bridge under
the direction of one of his stafl’ officers, Col.
J. H. Wilson. They were using boards
which they stripped from a house near by
for materials to construct the bridge,

After remaining here for some time my
fathier and party returned to the town, stop-
picg at the house of a Hebrew friend, who
invited us to dine with him. While here
my father received the news of Grierson's
very successful raid. During this dinner
several general officers of our army came in;
among them was Gen. Logan. Gen. Grant,
after telling these officers of what he had

Frren, Hipes yroM His FATHER.
heard of Gricrson's success, turned to Logan
aond

COMPLIMENTED HIM CORDIALLY
upon the splendid action of his division dur-
ing the day previous, and told him that he
wikhed him to go to the old railroad suspen-
sion bridge below Port Gibson to secure the
crossing.

Gen. Logan was apparently pleased at this
opportunity of having additional work to
sccowplish, He turned to me and said:

“Come, my boy, sud I will show you the
pretiiest fight you will ever see”

I went with Gen. Logan, who was very
enthusiastic, sud be fulfilled his prowmise to
bave a fight so far as possilile for him do so
with an encmy that ran away afler a few
eghots were fired. I returned to Port Gibson
after the skirmish at the suspension bridge,
and found my father gone, the bridge at the
Bayon Pierre finished and our aruy cross-
ing. I followed the troops uutil dark, when
they halied and went into bivouac.

I rode on until I reached the crossing of
the North Fork, where the troops were con-
structing another bridge. I stopped at a
house near by, which bad a porch in front,
covered over with sleeping officers. I crawled
in between two of them, both of whom awoke
and in energetic language remonstrated with
me. I told them who I was, when one of
them, Col. (afterward General) J. B, Sanborn,
welcomed me kindly and loaned me

PALT OF HIS OVERCOAT

for a piilow, I remained there until nearly
dawn, when, becoming very cold, I got up
and went indoors. There I found a bed with
two occupants, and I took the liberty of
finding a place of rest between them. The
next woruing when I awoke I found that
my bedfellows were two large negroes. I
bad slept well, but had thought my quarters
close,

Oa the morning of May 3 I passed on from
my resting-place and found my father at the
bridge watching troops who were crossing
the North Fork. Isuppose I looked badly,
as father asked me if I felt ill. I explained
to him that the horse I had used the day
before had been a poor one and had fallen
down and injured my leg badly, wo that I
felt very stifl and tired. He replied kindly
that 1 most use the one he had ridden,
which was a horse belonging to Gen. A. J.
Smith. All of my father's horses had been
left on the west bank of the Mississippi
River. We soon mounted our horses, I
taking the one father proposed for me to
have, and all started for Hankinson's Ferry.

After riding a few miles my father and
stafl went ahead of the troops, and we soon
camme 1o where the road forked, and found
that the enemy bad placed there some artil-
lery and infantry in line of battle. Gen.
Grant sent a messenger back to the troops
to hasten them forward, and a skirmish-lige
was formed by the men he had with him,
We could see what appeared to be a large
body of the enemy marching up the road
from Grand Gulf and passing on toward
Hankinson's Ferry. Gen. Logan

BOON REACHED THE FRONT,
with two regiments of his division. These
regiments were put in order for battle and
moved forward, the enemy soon giving way
before them, and we resumed our journey to
Grand Gulf,

After this skirmish, in which we lost one
man killed and several wounded, our escort
in moving down the road picked up many
muskets and about 30 prisoners. All these
we ook inte Grand Gulf with us. When
we arrived Admiral Porter had reached
there, and Gen. Grant went immediately on

and the olher was given over to me, Mr,

board the Beaton, seversl others following
him, 1 remcmber well the cordial manner

| of the Admiral when he invited us to stay

with him. He at this time gave my father
a package of letters, among which, I have
gince learned, was one from Gen. Banks, say-
ing that he could not be at Port Hudson as
soon as he was expected there, and that he
would have with him fewer men than Gen.
Grant had counted upon his having. This,
I presume, necessitated a change of orders;
at any rate Gen. Graut began immediately
to write letters and orders to his different
Generals. He continsued steadily upon this
work until about 2 o'clock in the morning,
whea he
BORROWED A CHANGE OF LINEN

from one of the nave! officers (his own hav-
ing been left and forgotten in his anxicty
upon graver subjects), then ordering his
horse he started for McPherson's command.
I was left by my father with Col. Lagow, of
the stafl, and the next day one of the trans-
ports reached us, bringing our baggage and
horses on board of it.

The following afternoon Col. Lagow start-
ed with wagons of our headguarters to join
the army, taking me with him. We reached
my father at a little town called Rocky
Springs, where he had taken possession of
an old Masonic Lodge for his headquarters.

The next day Gen. Sherman came up
with the Fifteenth Corps. By the time of
his arrival Gen. Grart had gone on some
distance, and when Gen. Sherman joined
him, we were all seated on the porch of a
very large, comfortable house. My father
greeted him pleasantly, but Gen. Sherman
secmed agitated; I think because of the
wagons on the road, which interfered with
the progress of his troops, Gens. Grant and
Sherman walked up and down the porch
talking for some time. When they had fin-
ished their conversation, Gen. Sherman
secmed relieved and more cheerful. He
soon departed.

From the 7th until the 12th of May my
father spent his time, it seemed to me, riding
in every direction, staying a short Lime with
each of his three corps commanders, Sher-
man, McClernand and McPherson. All the
time was passed in following my father
ebout, by us at headquarters, and bis “mess”
began to be g0 neglected that I decided to
take my meals with the soldiers, who did a
little foraging on the road and lived much
better than the commanding General. My
father's table at this time was, I saay fravkly
say,

THE WORST I EVER SBAW
or partock of. Even in times of peace he
cast little thought upon his appetite and
fare.

On the 12th day of May, as we approached
Fourteen Mile Creek, *%e caemy opened fire
upon us. Osterhaus, *ho commanded the
advance division upon the road on which
we were moving, w.' ordered to throw
a regiment out as skirmishers to the left,
and send some cavaliry on the road and on
to the right. After a skirmish which con-
tinued probably an hsur the enemy left our
front, but we could hear the roar of artillery
away off to our right, so we kunew a battle
was going on somewhere in that direction.

I had becowe very friendly with one of
the Orderlies near me, called “ Pony.” After
the enemy had departed from our immediate
frout Pouy and I crossed the creek and
rode out a distance of probably a mile. We
saw some of the rebels, with one cannon.
We, fearing that they wonld take us prison-
ers, slarted on a road to the right and in the
direction of the cannonading, that we could
still hear.

Going up this road for possibly half a
mile, we saw 10 or 12 horses tied to a fence
in front of a house near by. Pony imme-
diately proposed that he and I should make
an independent charge upon them and cap-
ture the horses while their riders were in-
doors, &nd if possible try to surprise the men
themselves into a surrender tous,  This was
a bold move, but we made ready and started
off at full speed. I was armed with a small
pistol and Pony with the equipment of a
cavalry soldier. The idea suddenly entered
wy head that possibly so many men might

MAKE PRIZOSERS OF US.

I conveyed my thoughts to Pony. “Yes,
we are in a scrape, but it is too late to tum
back now,” he said. We went on with ap-
parent courage but much trepidation in our
hearts to take possession of the horses, when
some one came rapidly out of the house, He
was uniformed in blas, and we found with
grateful feelings that we had been trying to
capture an advance detachment of the
signal corps of General Sherman's coramand.
Pony seemed greatly chagrined at being
placed in the ridiculous position in which
we now appeared, but I was satisfied and
happy to find myself with friends instead of
being in the hands of the enemy. We did
the best we could under the existing circum-
stances, and joined our friends of the torch
and flag at dinner,

When dinner was over the firing had
ceased in the direction of Raymond, and we
started upon our return to our headquarters;
but when we got baeck to the main road we
found pickets stationed there, and we had
some difliculty in convincing them that we
were friends wishing to return {o the Union
lines. We passed that night at an old farm-
house, and the following day rode into Ray-
mond.

The battle of Raymond was fought by two
divisions of McPherson’s Corps, commanded
by Gens. John A, and M. M. Crocker,
two soldiers ns gallant as ever drew sword.
Logan, being senior, commanded during the
fight. To see Logan on the field was worth

A GREAT DEAL OF ONE'S LIFE.

He was called by his troops " Fighting
Jack,” and they were thoroughly devoted to
him. Crocker, who was also very brave,
was not as handsome as Logan, but his treops
swore by him. No division stood better
than his in battle, nor was there one better
in assault than his (Crocker’s). When we
arrived upou the ground over which the bat-
tle of Raymond had been fought, we saw Lhow
desperate the contest had been; at least
along that part of the road upon which we
approached, for the wreck of battle had not
yet been removed.

AlfShe fearful sights were in plain view

except the wounded, who had been carried l
by sympathizing comrades to the town.
‘Whether or not the number of Sargeons was !
sufficient I cannot say, but when we came
to a house that was occupied by<he Con-
federates as a hospital my father sent them
Dr. Hewitt, of Lis staff, to attend to their
wants, and gave directions for medical sup-
plies to be left for them. I remember that
several times, later on during the siege of
Vicksburg, my father sent food and medical

FATHER AND Sow.
stores back to Raymond, and at one time he
sent again Dr. Hewitt to eare for the siek;
and that officer must hdve been taken pris-
oner, for he did not return to headquarters
again during the siege.

We spent a night at Raymond, and next
morning, in a driving storm, we started
for Jackson, the Capital of Mississippi. This
city is about 17 miles from Raymond. After
proceeding about 15 miles, we were pass-
ing through a dense woods when a shot was
fired. Some one of the stafl shoated :

“ General, the sharpshooters are aiming
at you.”

All of us stopped and turned about,

EXCEPT MY FATHER,
to get under cover. Gen. Grant directed his
horse to the side of the road and dashed into
the woods directly toward the place whenee
the bullets were coming. He was quickly
followed by Cols. Wilsgn and Lagow, and

they by half a dozen Orderlies. Soon the
whole of the escort went in, forming » skir-
mish-line and moving straight forward un-
til we arrived at & large Louse, where we
were halted.

Bhortly after this Gen. Sherman’s Corps
came op, when some regiments were thrown
out as skirmishers and moved forward some
distance. Sberman himself soon arrived and
begaa to place his men in line of battle; when
they were all up and in position they were
moved forward. We then followed this line,
with slight skirmishing, uantil we reached a
hill with an open field before it.

Away off to our left we could see McPher-
son and the enemy forming in lines of battle.
Soon they were engaged in close contest.
Sherman had now advanced against the line
of fortifications about the city, halting for a
short time when close up before them to take
position for the assault. In the meantime
we could bear the guns booming away on
our left. Gen. Tuttle, of Gen. Sherman’s
Corps, was sent to our right. During the
time that Gen. Sherman's men were being
posted he himscll was with Gen. Grant on
the porch of an old house near by.

Suddenly all the guns in our front opened
upon us, and our line was broken, the men
making for the rear. Both Gens. Grant and
Sherman immediately moanted their horses
and, riding

AMONG THE RETREATING SOLDIERS,

soon stopped them and made them return to
their lines and prepare for battle.

My father, giving some directions to Gen.
Sherman, rode off to that part of the field
where Tuttle was engaged. I followed, and
we soon came to where Tuttle's Division
was forming in line in the midst of a very
dense forest. This division was moved for-
ward, and coming to the edge of the woods
they found there the enemy’s breastworks
confronting them. The whole division
dashed forward, going over the works with-

PREPARING FOR BURIAL.
out meeting great resistance. The gallant
men were then wheeled to the left and started
up the line of the enemy's intrenchments,
Gen. Grant accompanying them. I, thinking
the battle was ended, rode off toward the
town, going directly to the State-house.
When I arrived at the Capitol the Confeder-
ate troops were passing. They were in haste
and paid no heed to my presence, although
I wore a blue uniform. I was very small,
very wet, much splashed with mud, and al-
together unattractive., I waa
THE ONLY “YANKEE"™ AROUND.

Boon after the retreating Confederates had
passed I looked np the street in the direction
from which they had ecome and discovered
some one on horseback carrying the Union
flag approaching. This man rode past me
and, stopping at the Capitol, dismounted and
entered. I wasfilled with great enthusiasm,
followed him to the second floor of the baild-
ing and passed through an open door. It

"proved to be the Governor's room which I

entered. A consultation must justhave taken
place there, for the table was covered with
papers and several pipes were lying about,
the smoke still issuning from one of them. I
took what I suppesed to be the Governor's
pipe,as it was the handsomest one and lying
upon one end of the table. I believe that
the Governor and his friends had left in
great haste, when they saw their defenders
retreating,

When I bad looked about until quite sat-
isfied, I returned to Lhe street, and looking
up I saw the officer whom I had accompa-
nied into the building np high in the dome or
cupola of the Capitol raising the Unien flag
over this fallen ¢city. As there have been
several people who have each cluimed to
have been the one who raised our flag over
the Capital of Mississippi, I may describe the
officer’s appearance 28 I saw him perform
this [amous aet

He was a rather stont man, about five
feet seven or eight inches in hight, with
very dark complexion, black hair, eyes and
beard. He wore his beard long and full
From his uniform I supposed him to bea
Captain, althongh he may have been a First
Lieutenant. He must have anticipated some
opposition to his enierprise, for when I rode
up to meet him,

HE AVOIDED ME,
paid no heed to my salutations, and darted
past to gain the door of the Capitol.

After leaving the State-house I remounted
my pouy and rode some distance toward
the west, where I saw some horsemen ad-
vancing, They proved to be Gen. Grant
with bis staff and escort. I returned with
them to the city, where we went to a hotel
called the Bowen FHounse; my fiather hav-
ing the rooms given him that had been oecu-~
pied by the Confederate CGeneral Joseph E.
Johnaton the previous night.

After a refreshing bath my father went
down to the baleony of the hotel. There
were assembled a few people, and the street
in front of the building was crowded with

— — -—

A Styrsa OUTFIT.
negroes and some whiie persons. Presently
an oificer attired in Coatederate uniform,
with a flushed fhece, pushed his way upon
the porch, and approaching my father, said
something disagreeable, or intended to be
so. My fatheg told him to leave instantly,
but as the officer refused to do so, Gen. Grant
went to the railing of the porch, and ealling
up to him Serg't Spades, of his escort,
ordered him to arrest this officer. The man
obstinately
REFUSED TO MOVE,

when Serg’t Spades drew his saber, and xdd:

“ Now go, or I will run you through.”

The officer retired thus ander arrest, or
guard. I nmever forgot this Confederate’s
face, so excited was I over the incident, and
when I saw him nine years afler, in the
Khedive's ( [smail Pasha's) service in Egypt,
I recognized him ipstantly. The circum-
stances just related were recalled, snd we
talked over the afluir; and he took oecasion

to say to me that he had ever felt grateful |

to my father for the leniency shown him,
when the punishment might have been so

much more severe,
LTo be condinned.]

-
THE BATTLE-FLAG.

BY WILLIAM CASWELL JONES,
Battle-flag, glittering in sunlight and gold,
On each starry crest of thy swelling fold
The name of an hundred battles told,

Recall the glories, 0! commde, when

It wav'd on the fleld o’er a thousand men
While we marched to the fleld of battle ; then
This flag of ours was new,

With its silvery stars, on & fleld of blue,

Aud bright broad stripes commingling, too.

Omen of victory ! to us unfold

Bcenes of thy earnnge as yet untold—
Deeds of thy warfare brave and bold,
Read and rehearse with blinding tears
The valor and courage of volunteers—
Gather the trophiles for coming years—
Who gave thelr lives in the eause of right
And march'd tothe front in galbant fighs,
Led by our Flag of red, biue and white,

Halll noble Flag with thy battle scars!
Glorioua blending of immortal stars!
Grand old souvenir of ocur wars!

O hast thou glaudden'd the soldier's life
On struggling flelds when batties rife,
Ralnbowing the clouds of deadly strife.
And now that the storm of war has fled,
Bespungi’'d bunner of blue, white and red,
May thy mem'ry ever beight luster shed,

That Bebel Spr's Song.

Eprror NaTioNaL Trisuse: I saw some
time ago an inquiry about the seng sang by a
man in our eamp at Marfreeshoro, Tenn., in the
Spring of 15363, He sang this song and others
to the boys, and sold us stamps, He was aftor-
ward shot while trying to get through our
lines to the enemy. I remember a part of the
song entitled * We Will Not Retreat Any More.”
For the benefit of the comrade asking for i$, and
wishing to get some of the boys to send me the
fourth verse, I will give what I remember of it:

The fortunes of war aften change, boys,
And tritles do oft turn the seanls,

Tho' hieavy the blow that we strike, bo
We find that the truest may &uj.o' -

CRorus,
We will not retreat any more, boys,
We will nol retreat any more,

We've nuoibers to mateh Lhe rebels we'll eatch—
We will uot retreat oy maore,

We often go home In our dreams, boys,
And sit by the old kitchen fire,

And tell o'er the tale of our camps, boys,
To listeners we neéver can tire,

But just in the momenta of bliss, boys,
ben thinking our hardships are o'er,
The order comes round to tura out, boys—
Fall iu and march on as before,

L. F. Gouwp, Co, 1, 73d 1iL, Hastings, Neb,

WITH  SHERIDAN.

Graphic and Spirited Defonse of the
Nineteenth Corps,

HOW IT FOUGHT

| Bravely and Well at Wincheg=

ter and Cedar Creek.

ITS DEAD AND WOUNDED

Proportionately More Than

Those of the Sixth Corps

BY CAPT. JAMES 7. ¥1779, 1l4TH ¥, 7., LOOK.
FORT, ¥. Y.

Tee NaTioNAL TRIBUNE numbers it
readers by hundreds of thousands. It is im
the largest sense the organ of the veteraa
Uuion soldiers, because more of them are
heard through its columns than through
those of any other paper. I am one of ite
subseribers and constant readers who are
heartily sick of the squabbles, the quarreling,
the unmilitery and unfraternal spirit manie
fested by so many writers in the “ Fighting
Them Over” department of the paper. If
this part of Tue NATIoNAL TRISUNE is to
be of any use to us, there must be & very
different spirit shown by many of its cone
tributors. I should be pleased to think thas
the class I refer to were aa bloodthirsty
during the war as they seem to be inke
thirsty now.

The error of these comrades is twofold, and
always the same. First, they sttempt to
deseribe a batile that was fought over pere
baps five square miles of territory, describe
ing everything that occurred on every pars
of the field, when the erdinary case was
that they were only permitted to see and
participate in the fighting in a corner of it;
and, seeond, they are full of that sweet inno-
cence, big-headedness—eall it what yom
will—that caimly ignores the presence of
any other Union troops upen the fleld than
their own regiment, brigade, division e®
corpa. It is the old story of the fly on the
cart-wheel over again:

“WHAT A DUST WE DO KI¢K UP!”

Now this would be bad emough if the
offenders went no further. BEut when post-
tive misrepresentation, not to say libel, and
gross detraction of other organizations are
added, for the purpose of exalting the writer's
own, the offense beeomes simply unbearable,
and the veteran who will deliberately come
mit it deserves a severe pen-castigation. If
ignorance is at the bottom of such conduet,
so much the worse. The ignorant veteran
had better keep out of print.

So much for the general sabject. My obe
ject at this time is to call attention to the
latest, and probably the worst, sinner fm
these respects. I refer to D. A. Locks
bart, Captain, Co. A, flst Pa., Smicksburg,
Pa, who, in Tae NaTtowarn Trisuss of
Dee. 30, 1856, exalts the Sixth Corps in cone
nection with the oft reiterated, continually
answered, and absolutely untruthful stoel
Libels npon the Nineteenth Corpa.

This old ground has been so often plowed
over, the truth has been so often told by men
who were contented tospeak of what they saw
and knew, that it seems a weary and prefit-
less labor to thrash out all this straw again.

Bat the survivors of the Nineteenth are
just as proud of their good name and record
as those of any other corps, and just as sen-
sitive to ipjustice and misrepresentation,
especially when the damaging untruths have
been reiterated and dinned into the ear of
the public for 22 years. And if under these
cireumstanees we exhibit a little temper i
replying to these “ chestnuts,” the situation
ought to carry its own excnse,

I highly approve of Capt. Lockhart axalt-
ing the Sixth Corps. It was s gallant and
serviceable organization, and surely he ought
to be able to write & brief eulogy of it withe
out ecrowding that article with slanders of
another corpa. Let me sugyest to him and
to others who have his unfortunate disposis
tion, that there were numercus importans
things happening during that whole came
paign

WHICH THEY DID NOT SER,

which they can only safely speak of by hear-
say. Let them, then, go to authentic sources
for their information. What Tom, Dick e
Harry told Capt. Lockhart sboat the cone
duct of the Eighth or Nineteenth Corps is of
no account. If he wants the truth, let him,
I kindly suggest, get “The Shenandoah Vale
ley in 1864," by George E. Pond (Charles
Seribner’s Sons, New York ; price $1), and he
will find it, as well as learning much abous
that campaign that will surprise him. I
will bricfly, and temperately if [ can, answes
the aspersions which Capt. Lockhart has pat
into five inches of print.

The arrival of the Sixth Corps at Wash-
ington in July, 1864, was, he says, “ just in
time to drive Early from Fort Stevens and
save the Capital.” Did the writer happem
to know that there was other fighting thers
besides that in front of Fort Stevena? Did
he ever hear that 500 men of the Nineteenth
Corps held a line at Fort Saratogs and did
at least a modest share of the work? That
was the truth., Capt. Lockhart says:

The lineof the Ninateenth Corps had been broken
and the enemy pencimied Lo our rear,

This was at Winchester, Sept. 19. 'Will
Capt. Lockhart kindly inform us just hew
much he saw of the Nineteenth Corps im
that battle? If he fought with the Sixth
Corps on that terrifle day he was on the lefl,
and as the Nineteenth was from first to last
in and in front of the woods, entirely out of
hia sight, I infer that he is here simply tee
tailing the old slander. Let me give him &
few facta that I saw and know.

The Second Division of the Nineteenils

Corps went in through the woods and serees




